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40 LIGHT AND SHADOWS 
Orn MAN 
That's not a reason for doing what you did to her. 
YOUNG MAN 
I didn't mean to kill her. It was just that I was lonely. And loneliness can 
eat a man's heart and soul out. I was so lonely I couldn't stand it. I was 
lonely for love so I went looking for it and I found it. I didn't mean to kill 
her, honest I didn't. 
Sure you didn't. 
I - - - I don't want to die! 





Tell me something. Where did I get off the track? Where did I miss the bus? 
OLDMAN 
I don't know. Maybe if just one person would have loved you, things would 
have worked out differently. 
YOUNG MAN 
If I only had a family to love. If I had only had a father to call me son. That's 
the thing. I wanted most before I died. I wanted somebody to call me son. 
When I was little I would cry because nobody called me son. 
OLDMAN 
Maybe that's what you needed. You needed a father to love you. 
YOUNG MAN 
Yes, everybody needs to be loved. 
OLDMAN 
You ought to be getting ready to go. Its about twelve. 
YOUNG MAN 
I reckon I had. 
GUARD 




Are you ready to go? 
YOUNG MAN 












First Place, Birmingham News Contest 
First Place, Writing Contest 
Dig· A Deep ·Hole 
The sound of mortar, artillery, automatic weapons and small arms fire 
had stopped when the night came silently over the land. A dark cloud 
dropped over the face of the moon as if she were veiling herself from the 
sight of decayed flesh, blood, with the sweet stench of human death, and 
the debris of war which littered the land. The heat had not gone with the 
sun, but stayed heavy, hanging close to the live bodies. 
The sergeant looked at the ground and said bluntly, "This sure is one 
hell of a foxiiole. It ain't even big enough for a Korean to iet his can into." 
He picked up the shovel, put his heavy foot on the blade, and pushed 
it into the earth. His body was bathed in sweat. His head pained, and there 
was an ache in his flesh that seemed to gnaw at the bit of strength he had 
left to work with. 
He threw a spadeful of dirt from the hole and then drove the shovel 
in again. 
Several feet away, etched distinctly in the clouded moonlight, sat 
Dexter, his back against the base of a large tree. He appeared even more 
exhausted than th� sergeant. His fatigues liung in filthy stripes. There was 
one large smear of blood on his neck and shoulders and down his crumpled 
left arm, and his eyes, fixed on the sergeant, were filled with a g;lassy 
weariness. 
The sergeant deepened the foxhole by eight more shovelfuls. Then he 
seemed to have no energy left. Leaning on his shovel, he rested. He looked 
over at Dexter, there against the tree. There was madness in the sergeant's 
gaze, and anger in his voice. "Dexter," he yelled, "I told you a long time ago, 
b�ck in the states. I always said you'd be a no-good S.O.B. You alwars acted wise, you thought you were smart, but,ou acted dumb. A guy who d never learn to obey an order. Left face instea of right face. Halt instead of march. 
Order arms instead of port. Why, I turned gray every time we had impec­
tion because you always caused our platoon to be gigged. A real eight-ball 
you were. A soldier? My God, I don't see how you missed going to a 
nursing school." 
The night remained dark and silent. It seemed to be listening to the 
scene. There was a faint sound beneath the tree. Perhaps the sticky breeze 
had stirred a leaf, perhaps Dexter had cleared his throat or adjusted his 
sitting position. But he did not answer. He seemed too utterly exhausted 
to mal<:e the effort of speech. 
The sergeant cursed again, wiped the large beads of sweat from his 
face and took up his position to dig. He emptied six more spadefuls and 
�ested again. Then he yelled, "Dexter, you'll never learn soldiering! Orders 
is orders, and the Army thrives on orders. U xou don't obey them on a 
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